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must find lodging elsewhere, and then indite their petitions for
Government compensation from three-pair-backs in the
suburbs. They must remove their incredible accumulations,
their baskets and wig-stands and bird-cages. They must make
way for their landlord, surrender their lairs to the King. And
instead of the eight months that was needed to effect a satis-
factory exit, the eight weeks that any reasonable man might
demand, they would have little more than eight hours. It was
October the sixth, 1789, and good King Louis was coroing, or
was being dragged into Paris, to displace his pensioners and live
henceforward in the bosom of his rowdier and certainly less
loyal subjects.

There was no time to be lost. Agrippine must cease to moan
and Nero to declaim his villainy: someone must try and shout
an order to quit harbour into the deaf ex-Admiral's ear. All the
queer fish must be netted or hooked out before dark, in order to
make room for the multitudinous array that would be coming
with the King from Versailles. Place must be found for the
staff of the King's Goblet, the attendants of the King's Ice-bos.
Dark would fall early, and it was hopeless to expect a clear
terrain on which the incoming army could begin its strange
manoeuvres for the King's comfort and its own. The Sieur
Mique could only hope to reduce the number of rearguard
actions and mitigate the major casualties to dignity and
amour-propre.

If the Eoyal Family had had no meal that day, their ragged
escort of mob had hopes of an unaccustomed plenty. Whoever
had been holding up the corn supply was now releasing it,
sending flour to be baked hastily in a hundred little shops. As
the mob lumbered past the barricades and into Paris, they
shouted that they were bringing "Mr. Baker, Mrs, Baker and
the little Baker's boy!"

It had taken the Royal Family seven hours to be hauled over
the twelve miles of road that lay between Versailles and the
Tuileries. But though it was now night, though the little
Dauphin, still murmuring "I'm hungry," had long ago fallen
asleep in the jogging coach, his parents were not yet allowed to
enter their new home. Their servants and courtiers could drop
out of the procession and begin operations in the half-evacuated